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Abstract
Come, come, my son - - let’s not be late, The woods are dark and no place to wait.
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Egan: <i>The Beastwood</i>
a card which pictured Adam tilling the soil after the expulsion from Eden. It was suitable for a farmer.
Then the wizard nodded to Paeter to lay down his
card at the top of the message.
From inside his leather tunic, Paeter took out
the summoner card and keeping it face down, placed
it on the floor. Only after it was in its place did he
·turn it over.
Shahendra was stunned and let out his breath
sharply enough to make the nearest candles flicker.
"Young sir, you have made a very great mistake, "
he pointed at the card, "a very great mistake indeed.
Do you have any idea whom this card addresses?"
Paeter shook his head at which Shahendra closed
his eyes and sighed with annoyance. The card Paeter
had laid down was the Queen of the Air -- the card
used for, and only for, addressing messages to a
ruling queen. In certain very rare instances it might
also be used to address ladies of the immediate royal
family, but not one any less noble. Nothing in
Shahendra's sense of Paeter's dark-haired girl -whoever she might be exactly -- had told the sorcerer
anything about queens.
Besides, Paeter bad never
traveled more than a few miles from this village
during the twenty years of his life. So where could
he have even so much as seen any royalty?
Shahendra's sense also told him that -- somehow -Paeter was absolutely serious and that the Queen of the
Air most properly did belong at the top of the message.
Still shaking his head, the sorcerer gathered the cards
up on order and placed them in a stack in the fireplace.
There was an orange flash, and the top card flared up
and began to burn. As each card blackened and curled
away into ashes, the card beneath it took fire until the
whole message had been burnt and the last of the smoke
had risen up the chimney.
"Now we wait for the answer," said Shahendra,
making himself comfortable in a chair. "Would you
like to wait here or have it sent over later?"
Paeter looked apprehensively out of the window.
It was getting dark and he very much did not want to
be in a sorcerer's
house after nightfall. "If you please,
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THE BEASTWOOD
Come, come, my son -- let's not be late,
The woods are dark and no place to wait.
The trees are old, the paths twist and lie.
Shadows move under a new Moon's sky.
The world is cruel and full of foul snares.
I know it as well as a merchant his wares.
Don't speak, boy, but keep to my side.
I pray to God, but where may we hide?
Strange lore tells of a great beast here,
Sired by Witch King and human fear.
Gather the nuts and the wild bird's quill
But quickly, for trees are strangely still.
A tavern may wait in the nearby town,
In its yellow light black fears will drown.
Dream of rich food - - roast goose, red wine,
A thick bed so warm -- but look for its sign!
Look I Crows flee the thicket's waste.
O Domine ! Too late I Even for haste.
- Tom Egan
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sir, would you sent it 'rotµid?"
Shahendra nodded.
"Certainly.
And take these for
your mother. "
The sorcerer did not have to wait long. The candles'
flames stuttered and waved almost as soon as Paeter
left. Shahendra began to shuffle the cards until the
flickering stopped and he knew the cards were in
order to read them.
Except for the addressee card and the sender
card -- which was indisputably the Queen of the Air
desoite all Shahendra's doubts -- all the cards in the
message belonged to minor suits with one card used
as a spacer which meant they all stood for individual
letters. This was unusual because almost any word
could now be symbolised by one or two cards.
(Wings
to the South, being an unidiomatic phrase, was an
exception. )
Shahendra was even further perplexed when he
converted the point values of each card into letters.
He rechecked his work. The order was correct.
The
candle flames stood upright and still on their wicks.
He spelled the message out carefully, but it still
seemed that he had scrambled it somehow. Something
was definately very odd about this Queen of the Air,
but he left the wording as it stood:
N-A-C-H-E

M-A-R

What on earth did that mean?
That night Shahendra spent more than an hour
staring into firelight and divining by means of a key
on a string, but none of his senses told him anything
Later that week, however,
more about "Nache-mar."
he received a momentary impression of Paeter in
armor, holding a sword in his left hand instead of
his right.
Paeter suddenly left-handed and a knight? It
was as impossible as Paeter's being in love with a
queen. All the same, Shahendra felt tliere was truth
in it somewhere.
That next Tuesday just after nightfall, his sorcery
having failed him, Shahendra waited on horseback in a
grove of trees near the crossroads in order to learn
just how it is that a peasant may love a queen.
Hard on the heels of midnight, Sbahendra beard
the sound of creaking and snorting. Around the bend
of the road, a covey of devils swept into view and
paused, casually suspended in mid-air.
Suddenly
standing before them was Paeter who had apparently
appeared from nowhere.
Bewildered and alarmed, Sbahendra caught himself making the common peasant sign against enchantment. Blinking, he gazed again at the weird scene
before him.
This time, he caught the dim outline of a grandwagon looming large and black against an equally dark
stand of trees. He noted with relief his "devils" seemed
firmly seated upon it. Two, winged and plumed horses
pulled the wagon. - There was a madly smiling clown,
an armored knight, a horse divided in two -- it's
head conversing with its other end -- and a whole band
of figures with twisted, broken faces on top of their
own pates. Driving the wagon was the chief devil
with a blue face. A queen sat beside him. She
gestured to Paeter who ran to join them. Eager
bands reached down to help him in.
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